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morning. We called on the Chief of Police, the city Gover-
nor, and the Canadian Catholic Mission. The Canadian
Bishop, Monseigneur McGrath, gave us a copy of his book
on mission-work in Che-kiang Province, The Dragon at
Close Range.
The Catholic Fathers at Lishui had no hospital, only a
dispensary and a school. There had been no serious air-
raids here, they told us, so far; though the Japanese some-
times bombed the air-field. Once they had machine-gunned
and killed a dog. On the whole life at the mission-station
seemed very happy and pleasant. The countryside was
beautiftd: the younger and more athletic Fathers toured
it on their bicycles. All of them were fond of a day's fish-
ing. In the evenings they listened to the gramophone or
played darts. They gave us whisky from Shanghai and
American cigarettes.
It was interesting to notice, here as elsewhere, how the
missionaries had modified their attitude since the war
towards Communism and Communists in China* Two
years ago, the Fathers themselves admitted, they had re-
garded the Communists simply as bandits—or, at best, as
Robin Hoods, who robbed the rich to feed the poor. Now
they were beginning to take the movement seriously, and
to recognize the part it might play in determining the
future development of the country.
One of the Fathers told us an extraordinary insect-
story. A Chinese boy employed at the Mission had been
stung by a centipede and was very ill. The Fathers could
do nothing for him until their Chinese catechist produced
a certain kind of spider which he had found crawling
about the roof. This spider, he told them, would suck the
poison from the boy's wound. And it did. When the spider
had finished sucking, the catechist put it into a bowl of
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